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APRIL. 


“There dost thou blossom all the same 
Free as the morning: air ; 

Oh ! how I love to look on thee. 

All smiling meek and fair ! 

“ And thou art on the dewy green 
The sweet spring time to cheer ; 

Thou bloom’st upon each changing scene 
Throughout the changing year. 

“ Smiling alike on mom and eve— 

In simple robings dress’d ; 

I fondly love thee, gentle flower, 

With white and golden crest.” 

The Daisy has been consecrated by the Celts to 
infancy ; it is, say they, “ the flower of innocence,” 
the flower of the new born. 

“ That old favorite the Daisy, born 
By millions in the balmy vernal morn. 

The Child’s own Flower.” 

This first prize of childhood, — and afterwards 
not less dear to us from the many associations 
connected with it,— spangles the verdant meadows 
in profusion for at least six months in the year; 
and how often has it been our pleasing task to 
watch the innocent little children, with health 
blooming on their cheeks, romping on the green 
sward, and filling their pinafores with this univer- 
sal favorite, — the 
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« Bright flower, whose home is everywhere, 

A pilgrim bold in nature’s care j 
And oft the long year through the heir 
Of joy and sorrow. 

Methinks that there abides in thee 
Some concord with humanity, 

Given to no other flower I see 
The forest through ! 

And wherefore, man is soon depress’d, 

A thoughtless thing, who once unblest. 

Does little on his memory rest, 

Or on his reason. 

But thou wonld’st teach him how to find 
A shelter under every wind j 
A hope for times that are unkind, 

And every season.” 

In concluding our associations with the Daisy, 
we annex the affecting lines composed by the pea- 
sant poet, on turning one down with the plough, 
which must strike a chord of sympathy in every 
heart.— They speak to the dullest in language that 
cannot be misunderstood ; and no less vividly do 
they emblem the frailty of man, who “ cometh 
forth as a flower and is cut down.” 

“ Wee modest crimson tipped flower, 

Thou’st met me in an evil hour, 

For I maun crush amang the stour 
Thy slender stem ; 

To spare thee now is past my power. 

Thou boimie gem. 

“ Alas ! it’s no thy neebor sweet, 

The bonnie lark, companion meet ! 
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